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%ird Place Short Story (tie) 
"Brett T>avis 
It hadn't real ly ra ined at a l l 
that day, but a near-constant driz-
zle had reduced the two hitch-
hikers to soaked, trembling scarecrows. 
They were standing on the side of the highway at the top of a sma l l 
hill, with their hands jammed deep into the pockets of their ragged over-
coats. The i r faces were frozen into masks of boredom and irritation. 
When a car passed by, wh i ch was a very infrequent occurrence, the 
two would stand side by side and st ick out their th in a rms with their 
thumbs up, in the universa l hitchhiker 's sign. They hadn't had a ride 
al l day, and it was almost evening. 
"Albert, it looks l ike we ain't going to get a ride at a l l , " the tall one 
said. He frowned and spat on the pavement at h is feet. T h e spittle bub-
bled up white for a second or two, and then faded away, pushed into 
the pavement by the drizzle. 
"Ain't you the optimist, though," the short one said. "Maybe the next 
car comes along' l l give us a ride, Luke . We must look pretty sorry, I 
reckon." 
T h e tall one laughed. "Yeah, you go on dreaming there, Albert. 
Maybe your dreaming wi l l get us a ride." He looked at his partner "You're 
right about one thing, though, we do look pretty sorry." He laughed again. 
"At least you do. I can't see myself, but I reckon I look just a s bad." 
Neither man had taken a bath i n over a week, so they tr ied not to 
stand too close to each other T h e tall one, Luke , had on a dingy k h a k i 
overcoat that hung down to h is knees, over h is dark brown trousers. 
He wore military boots w i th chewed-up laces. He had found them in 
a dumpster i n Miss iss ipp i , and had evicted the family of rats that had 
taken up tenancy i n them. H i s hair was long and black, and hung down 
in his face in greasy strings. He was only 3 5 , but looked much older 
Albert, the short one, was a dumpy little m a n in a green coat who 
wore old yellow tennis shoes on h i s feet. He was goggle-eyed and pale, 
and pudgy in a n unheahhy-looking way. He was over 4 0 , but even he 
didn't remember how much. 
Albert wa lked over to the side of the road shoulder and sat down 
on the guard ra i l . T h e ground cut off steeply on the other side of the 
rai l , running down into what looked l ike swampland, with thin, gnarled 
Late Nite 
(cont inued) 
"And two 
thousand bucks 
is a lot of 
money." 
white trees poking up out of thick b lack water T h e swampland ran as 
far a s they could see, on either side of the highway. 
Albert sat on the rail , unmoving, for several minutes before he asked, 
"Are you sure your sister 's gonna go through wi th the dea l? " 
"Yeah, 'course she is," Luke sa id . He was st i l l standing at the edge 
of the road, and he didn't turn around to look at Albert when he answered 
h im. "Why wouldn't she? It was her idea, after a l l . " 
"Aw, I don't know," Albert sa id . " I t just seems k ind of weird." 
Luke k icked at a loose bit of gravel, and sent it skittering across 
the road. "Well, it's not," he sa id . " I t 's her business , and if she wants 
to ca l l me out of Miss i ss ipp i to do it, it's a l l right wi th me. I ain't got 
nothing there anyway." 
Albert rubbed his hands together and shivered. " I agree with you 
there," he sa id . "And two thousand bucks is a lot of money." 
"More'n we got now, anyway," Luke sa id . He was being sarcastic. 
He didn't have any money at a l l . He s ighed and peered down the high-
way, but there was no sign of a c a r 
"What 's wrong with the guy, anyway?" Albert said. "Does she just 
not l ike h im, or wh a t ? " 
Luke turned around and walked to the ra i l , and sat down about four 
feet from Albert. " S h e sa id he beats he r He won't give her a divorce. 
So she doesn't know what to do, and figured she'd ca l l me up." 
They sat in s i lence for a minute. They had gone through al l of this 
before, but they had nothing e lse to talk about. Ta lk ing about it, over 
and over, was a way of prepar ing for it. 
"What 're you gonna do wi th h i m ? " Albert asked tentatively. 
Luke shook his head stiffly. "Don't know for sure. Probably just stran-
gle him." 
They were quiet again. After a few minutes, Albert began to cough 
softly. "How far do you think it is to B i rm ingham? " he asked between 
coughs. 
"Too damn far," Luke sa id . "It would help if we knew where we are 
now." 
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Late Nite 
( cont inued) 
"Can't expect a 
man to he clean 
on the road, 
not on a dc^ 
like this." 
They both heard the rumble on the pavement at the same time. They 
jumped up off the ra i l and ran to the side of the road. A red pickup 
truck w a s approaching. Luke and Albert smi led, and their thumbs shot 
out at almost the same second. T h e truck slowed down as it approached, 
and it f inally stopped before it even got to them. They ran up to the 
passenger side of the cab. 
T h e driver leaned over and rol led down the window. He was an old 
man, wi th the lean, weatherbeaten look of a farmer He was wearing 
a cheap-looking tan fedora with a green band around it. He had a big 
smile . 
"Where you boys headed?" he asked through the smile. 
Luke smi led back and tr ied to b rush some of h is hair out of his 
eyes. "B i rmingham, " he sa id . "Bu t we'd appreciate a ride to almost 
anywhere." 
T h e farmer laughed. " I ain't going as far as B i rmingham, but I 'm 
going close to there, to a place ca l led Athens. I ' l l be happy to take you 
there." 
He unlocked the passenger door and they c l imbed in . Albert sat 
next to the old man. 
"Sor ry we ain't too presentable," Albert sa id . 
T h e old man laughed. H is p ink gums and white teeth showed when 
he laughed. 
"That ' s a l l right, that's a l l right," he sa id . "Can't expect a man to 
be c l ean on the road, not on a day l ike this." 
Albert smi led and settled back into the seat. He g lanced at Luke. 
Luke was asleep. 
They drove for two hours without saying much. It got dark quickly, 
so they couldn't see the scenery; not that there was anything to see. 
Final ly, just w h e n Albert was about to doze off, the old man steered 
the truck onto a highway exit. Albert couldn't see anything worth exit-
ing to. "What are we doing?" he asked. 
" I ' m hungry," the old m a n sa id . "There 's a little restaurant down 
here that I a lways stop at w h e n I 'm through here." He looked at Albert 
and the sti l l-sleeping Luke . "Ain't you boys hungry? I would be, if I'd 
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been on the road a l l day." Late Nite 
Albert smi led weakly. "Yeah, we're starv ing, but we ain't got no (cont inued) 
money." 
The old man laughed again, and s lapped h is pa lm on the steering 
wheel. "Don't worry about that!" he said. " I got plenty of eatin' money, 
and if I can't help out some fellow travelers, who can I he lp? " 
Albert smi led broadly. "Well, a l l right. We're wi th you, I guess." 
Luke woke up w h e n they pul led in the restaurant's park ing lot. T h e 
restaurant was sma l l but clean-looking, wi th a large neon sign above 
the door that proc la imed it to be the Late Nite Restaurant. 
"Where are we? " Luke asked. 
"We're gonna eat, Luke, " Albert sa id . "Cli f ford here sa id he's gonna 
buy us some supper." 
The old m a n stuck h is a r m across the cab at Luke . "Sorry, son, you 
went off to sleep before I could properly introduce myself. M'name's 
Clifford." 
"Luke, " Luke sa id , as he shook Clifford's hand. He smi led grimly. 
" I am a bit hungry. Let 's go eat." 
The Late Nite was a little bit larger on the ins ide than its outside 
appearance suggested. It was c lean, however, w i th a hardwood floor, 
ceUing, and wal ls , and four ce i l ing fans that kept the air moving. T h e 
tables were c lean formica, and their si lver legs were sti l l gleaming. T h e 
legs looked out of place against the wood decor 
They sat down at a table near the door, and a plump wai tress came 
over almost immediately. 
"H i , Clifford, how y a doing?" the wai t ress asked, in a stiff tone that 
suggested that she real ly didn't care. Clif ford didn't s eem to catch the 
tone at al l . 
"Hi , Polly, how's t r icks?" he asked, with his huge smile spread across 
his face. 
"Not good," she said. "Ain't had much bus iness tonight." 
"Ah, don't worry about that," Clifford sa id . " I t 's ear ly yet, only ten 
o'clock." 
Late Nite "Yeah, I guess so," the wai t ress replied. "What do you guys want 
(cont inued) to ea t? " 
Luke looked down. T h e menu was printed on the table, right under 
the c lear plast ic f inish. He hadn't noticed it before. 
"Hamburger and a Coke," Clifford sa id , and Albert squeaked, 
"Same. " 
"Yeah, that sounds good," Luke said, without looking at the waitress. 
He was afraid that Clifford was going to introduce them to the waitress 
as old friends, but he didn't. 
T h e y sat, mostly in s i lence, unti l the food came. The hamburgers 
seemed to make Clifford want to talk. He gabbed incessantly through 
the meal , paus ing only occasional ly to wipe ketchup off his mouth. 
" So what are you boys doing out on the road?" he asked Luke at 
one point. "Albert sa id something about you two going for some work." 
Luke f inished chewing the bite of hamburger that was in his mouth, 
and then sa id simply, "That ' s right." H i s tone indicated that he didn't 
want to start up a conversation. 
"Yeah, wel l , that's fine, fine," Clifford continued. "It 's good to see 
young people looking for work." 
Luke and Albert just nodded and continued to ignore him as they 
ate. F inal ly Clifford f inished eating, and once again became quiet. When 
the wai t ress came to take the plates away, Clif ford stretched and said, 
"Boys, I 'm gonna have to make a pit stop. I ' l l be right back." He got up 
and ambled through the door marked Restrooms. 
Albert watched him slowly, and when he was out of sight said, "What 
a damn wei rd old man! Ta lked a l l the way through dinner!" 
"Yeah, but he paid for it," Luke sa id . "He could get up there and 
stand on the table and pee on the hamburgers if he wanted to." 
"G lad he didn't," Albert said, and leaned back in his chair and closed 
h i s eyes. "When are we supposed to be in B i rm ingham? " 
"Dunno, the next day or two," Luke sa id , idly crumbl ing a napkin 
up in h is hands. " S h e just wants to get it over wi th as soon as possible. 
I just have to figure out what to do wi th his body, is al l . " 
Clifford sat back down in his chair in almost the same instant. Albert 
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Late Nite opened h i s eyes and sat back up in surpr ise . Luke's back was to the 
(cont inued) rest rooms, and he hadn't noticed Chfford returning either Clifford looked 
at them strangely for a second a n d then sa id , "Well, are you boys ready 
to get back out there? " 
" I guess so," Luke sa id , and Albert nodded. 
"A l l right, y 'a l l go on out. I 'm gonna pay respects to the waitress," 
Clifford sa id . " L i k e I sa id , I come in here a l l the time, and she'd get 
right upset if I didn't say goodbye." 
Luke nodded and stood up. "No hurry, we' l l wait outside." They 
wa lked out the door, but Luke stopped at the front window and looked 
back in . 
Clif ford w a s ta lking to the waitress, but he was pointing at the bus-
iness telephone on the rack behind the c a sh register T h e waitress 
nodded, and Clifford reached to p ick up the phone. 
"Ahhh ! He heard me and he's going to ca l l the cops!" Luke said. 
"He probably th inks we're after h i m ! " 
" B u t we ain't, so what does it matter?" Albert sa id . 
"They 'd be on us, though," Luke sa id excitedly. His body tensed as 
Clifford continued to dial . " I gotta do something! " He opened the door 
and stuck his head in the doorway. "Cli f ford!" he shouted. "Come here, 
something's wrong with your t ruck! " 
Clifford's head j e rked around, and his f ingers stopped on the dial. 
He was on the last digit. He looked war i ly at Luke , and then sighed and 
set the receiver back i n its cradle. "What 's wrong with i t ? " he asked. 
"You got a couple of flats," Luke sa id . " Looks l ike someone's been 
slitting your tires." 
He sa id it low enough so the wai tress wouldn't hear, but she didn't 
s eem to be l istening anyway. 
"Dammit , " Chfford sa id as he strode past Luke . He wa lked out to 
the truck, wh i ch was parked on the far side of the lot, across from the 
front of the Late Nite. Luke and Albert wa lked up behind him. 
" Looks fine to me," Clif ford sa id . "Are you boys—' 
Luke grabbed h im from behind, around the throat. Clifford kicked 
and bucked, but Luke was strong. He tightened h is grip. Clifford con-
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tinued to struggle. 
"He's strong," Luke wh ispered through h i s c l enched teeth. " I can't 
seem to shut off h i s air." 
"What are you doing?" Albert asked, h is eyes wide. "Why are you 
killing h im? " 
"Cause we gotta get rid of h im now," Luke said. "He knows too much. 
And this way we get a free truck too, don't we, Cl i f ford?" 
Chfford just gasped. Luke began to half-drag and half-carry h im 
around the truck, on the side away from the d iner 
"Roll down the window," Luke sa id as he cont inued s imuhaneously 
to strangle and wrestle with Clifford. Albert rolled down the driver's side 
window. Luke stepped back from Clifford and k icked h im hard in the 
chest. Clifford was sti l l , the w ind knocked out of him. Luke maneuvered 
him around into the cab, and stuck h is head through the window. 
"Roll it up," he gasped. H is face was covered with sweat. 
Albert rolled the window up, with the door sti l l open, until Clifford's 
neck was firmly trapped in it. Clif ford couldn't breathe at a l l now. H i s 
hands flopped use less ly against the glass. 
"Shut the door," Luke said. Albert slowly shut the door Clifford's 
head was sti l l stuck through the window. 
Luke looked back at the Late Nite, and saw the shadow of the 
waitress through the window. ' T h i s i s taking too long," he sa id . He 
grabbed Clifford's head. 
"Nothing personal, old guy," he said, and jerked clockwise. CUfford's 
neck produced a terrif ic popping sound. Luke could feel the snapping 
through his fingers. Clif ford went limp. 
"Clifford, are you a l l r ight?" the wai t ress ca l led from the doorway 
of the Late Nite. "What 's going on? " 
Luke waved to he r "He's okay, he's busy," he shouted. "He's check-
ing the wir ing under the dash ! " He slowly rolled the window down, and 
shoved Clifford's body into the floorboard. 
"He says he'l l be back i n a minute." 
The waitress seemed confused for a moment, but then yel led, 
"Okay!" and went back inside. 
He slowly rolled 
the window 
down, and 
shoved Clifford's 
body into the 
floorboard. 
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"Let's go!" Luke sa id . "Leave the t ruck! " Late Nite 
"What?" Albert sa id , "Why? " (cont inued) 
Luke began runn ing across the park ing lot, up toward the highway 
entrance ramp. After a minute Albert caught up wi th h im. "Why don't 
we take the t ruck? " he asked, gasping wi th the exert ion of running. 
Luke was sweating. His eyes looked wi ld and confused. "They can 
trace it. If we leave it there, it ' l l buy us some time." 
Albert shook his head, but followed Luke anyway. He thought leav-
ing the truck was stupid, but he didn't say anything. They continued 
to run slowly toward the highway. T h e drizzle seemed to have stopped, 
making it easier for them to breathe. 
"That damn nosy waitress," Luke sa id . " I f she hadn't seen us . . ." 
The rest of the sentence dissolved into a ser i es of gasps. 
They slowed to a wa lk w h e n they reached the highway. 
"We could be out here a l l night, looking for a ride," Albert said, " just 
waitin' for the cops to get us. D i d you th ink about that?" 
"Don't worry," Luke sa id wi th a smile . "Here comes one now." 
Albert looked down the highway, and sure enough, another t ruck 
was approaching. T h i s was a big one, a d iese l rig. They stuck out their 
thumbs and waited. T h e truck stopped a little way ahead of them. It 
was a huge truck wi th a huge trailer, and it was painted a l l black. It 
was surprisingly clean. Luke ran around to the driver's side and knocked 
on the door A sma l l round head stuck itself out the window. T h e driver 
was wearing a large b lack cowboy hat. 
"Where you boys goin'?" the driver asked. 
"Wherever you are," Luke sa id . 
"Come on, then," the driver sa id , and pul led h is head back in the 
window. Luke ran around the front of the truck, and scrambled into the 
cab through the passenger door Albert was right beh ind him. 
The driver w a s just as funny-looking ins ide as he had been out-
side. He was a fairly short m a n wi th a prominent beer belly. He wore 
small, rimless glasses, and was dressed in an all-black suit. He had black 
cowboy boots on h i s feet. 
"Ready to go?" he asked. He had a big smi le on h i s face. 
Late Nite 
(cont inued) 
"And what 
business is it of 
yours if I go to 
heaven 
or not?" 
"Yep," Luke sa id . 
T h e driver s t ruck the gear lever into first, and the truck roared off 
down the road. After he was in top gear, the driver reached down into 
a large paper sack that was stuffed halfway under the seat, and pulled 
out a B l a c k Labe l beer It appeared to be hot, but the driver popped 
it open anyway and began guzzl ing it. 
Luke and Albert looked at the beer longingly, but the driver paid 
no attention to them and didn't offer them one. 
T h e driver f in ished the beer and tossed the can behind him, in the 
strange space between the seat and the back of the cab. It c lanked 
against other cans that were already back there. He belched. They rode 
on i n s i lence for a few minutes. 
Final ly , the driver looked at Luke and Albert and asked, "So, have 
you boys got yourselves right wi th God? " 
Luke laughed, a ref lex action. "Wha t? " 
"Are you right wi th the Lo rd? " the driver continued. " I f you died 
right now, right now, would you go to heaven? " 
Luke looked at the driver for a second, and then turned to look at 
Albert. Albert shrugged. 
Luke looked back at the driven "Yeah, I guess so," he sa id . " I don't 
see why not." 
Albert laughed at that, and Luke elbowed h im in the ribs. "Shut 
up," he whispered. 
"You guess? " the driver sa id . " Tha t ain't good enough. You gotta 
know for sure." He reached in the sack and got out another been He 
popped it open wi th one hand and took a swig. 
"G imme one of those," Luke sa id . 
T h e driver laughed. "You don't want one," he said. "You just think 
you do." 
Luke didn't laugh. " I want one," he sa id . "And what bus iness is it 
of yours if I go to heaven or not?" 
"Every th ing is my business," the driver sa id , " and you are not get-
ting one of these beers." 
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Luke laughed mirthlessly. "That ' s just great," he sa id . "We just get 
picked up by one nosy bastard after another." 
The driver s lammed on the brakes, and Luke and Albert were thrown 
into the dash. Luke hit h is head on the C B radio, and the handset came 
off, the connecting cord wrapp ing loosely around h is neck. 
The truck skidded to a hah. T h e driver was l iv id. 
" I don't have no one us ing profanity i n my truck! " he shouted. He 
took a quick s lug of the beer 
"Get out! Now!" he shouted. Albert opened the door and jumped 
onto the highway immediately. Luke paused and looked at the dr iver 
The driver's glare seemed to cut right through h im. 
"Go," the driver sa id . 
Luke scrambled up from the floorboard and jumped down on the 
pavement. T h e truck pul led away immediately, and roared off into the 
night. 
Luke and Albert watched its tail l ights d isappear from sight. 
A light ra in began to fall. 
"Great," Luke sa id . 
"Where are we? " Albert asked. T h e ra in w a s cold, and h is teeth 
began to chatter 
"About ten mi les from the damn diner," Luke sa id . He looked up 
at the sky, at the ra in coming down, and shook h is head. 
"We're not far enough away, that's for sure," he sa id . He shook h is 
head again, this time from frustration. 
"Man, I can't believe it," he sa id . "Some people jus t don't have no 
mercy." He stuck h is hands deep into h is coat pockets, 
Extreme Paranoia-
First Place Poetry 
James L Rhodes 
There's a man 
In a van 
Across the street. 
He's watching 
My every move 
Through his 
X-ray headlights. 
There's a bomb 
Inside my phone. 
It's set to explode 
W h e n I say hello. 
There are gremlins 
Inside my pen. 
Twisting my thoughts 
Into words which 
Show my insecurity. 
There is an android 
W h o delivers my mail, 
And my milkman dusts 
My empty bottles so 
He can obtain my fingerprints 
For his personal files. 
He watches me 
Slowly wither away 
Through the hole 
In the bottom of my sink. 
I poke at his unblinking 
Eye with my toothbrush. 
My walls are laced with 
Radioactive fibers. 
I sleep with the lights on, 
Because I cannot rest 
In the eerie green glow. 
There is an animal 
Slowly creeping its way 
Through the center 
Of my brain. 
It whispers obscenities 
Into my left ear. 
Which bums as if it 
W i l l simply snap off. 
And the guy in the 
Van watches me intently 
As I suck on my thumb, 
And stare into the 
Contaminated stillness 
That has invaded my home. 
Stay away from me. 
I want to be alone. 
Stay away from me. 
I want to be alone. 
There's a guy 
At the drugstore 
W h o injects my 
Cigarettes with 
Faint traces 
Of arsenic. 
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A N Issue 
We CaNNOt IgNore^ 
First Place Essay I a m not s u r e j us t w h a t 
High Sctiooi Competition c a t e g o r y — s o c i a l , p o l i t i c a l , or 
Lawrence F. Specker p h i l o s o p h i c a l — e n c o m p a s s e s the 
issue I intend to d i s c u s s , but that 
should not detract f rom the d i scus -
s ion. T h e i ssue is the growing division of c l a s s e s in A m e r i c a . A s far a s I c a n 
tell f rom the media , my c o n c e r n s are not sha red by a signif icant portion of 
those who dec ide what is n e w s and what is not. I a m su re others recognize 
the problem and know more about it than I and a re in a position to sp read 
the information, but stil l, this i ssue rece i ves little or no attention a s far a s the 
genera l public is conce rned . It is my feeling that the growing division of the 
c l a s s e s in A m e r i c a is a ser ious problem now and will b e c o m e more of a 
problem in the immediate future. 
F i rs t , I should clar i fy wha t 1 m e a n by the "growing division of c l a s s e s in 
Amer ica. " Every society in the history of the world has been divided into c l asses , 
usual ly along mater ia l l ines (the more you have, the higher you are) , but a lso 
along rac ia l l ines (the more rare you are, the lower you are) , a s wel l a s heredi-
tary l ines (the higher your parents were , the higher you are) . Usual ly, a s they 
a re in present-day A m e r i c a , all of these div is ions have been evident in one 
degree or another. A m e r i c a is no different. But A m e r i c a , a s w e a re constant ly 
reminded, is not made up of dist inctly different c l a s s e s . A m e r i c a n s blur from 
the upper lower c l a s s to the lower middle c l a s s , and from the upper middle 
c l a s s to the lower upper c l a s s . A m e r i c a , a s w e picture it, is a blur. A person's 
stat ion is what he/she ea rns . Anyone c a n b e c o m e President . But a s these 
c l a s s e s b e c o m e more dist inct, the blur will d isappear. T h e poor will be T h e 
Poor. T h e rich will be T h e R i c h , and the middle will no longer connec t the two. 
How will this happen? 
It will happen in the future a s it has in the past. All civi l ized soc iet ies s ince 
the dawn of history have been divided into c l a s s e s a s I s tated earl ier. E a c h 
soc iety has a lso had its t rends—t rends in d ress , t rends in behavior, t rends 
in polit ics. Th i s is the key to the division. A s t rends s w e e p a c r o s s our society, 
s o m e c l a s s e s a re less able to follow them than others. T h e r ich a re able to 
change s ty les faster than the poor, so the rich move further ahead . Th is c a u s e s 
the poor to lose their in f luence on the trends, so the t rends of the r ich move 
a w a y from the interests of the poor. T h e interests of the two move apart . The 
poor ideal and the rich ideal become totally unrelated. The c l a s s e s wa tch e a c h 
other and begin to s e e that they have nothing in common , except the fact that 
the r ich control the government to wh i ch the poor pay taxes . T h e r ich control 
the industries for which the poor work. The rich control nine-tenths of the media 
that the poor watch and read. The poor, in short, are the low pan of the ba lance 
on wh ich the r ich ride high. T h e poor are the first c l a s s to b e c o m e a w a r e of 
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this as the rich a re content with their lot in life, and their media tells them 
they are in command . T h e other tenth of the med ia c a n , of course, be ignored 
as a bizarre minority. T h e c l a s s this minority represents is therefore a lso a 
minority—a minority that c a n be exploited. T h e r ich control the laws and the 
industries and the enforcing a r m of the law. T h e r ich begin to ser ious ly exploit 
their advantage. T h e phys ica l gap w idens . T h e rich are the smar t , the beaut i-
ful, the easy-living, The poor a re the stupid, the unwashed, the working peasan -
try The c l a s s e s no longer have a c o m m o n ground other than the country in 
which they li.ve and they know it. 
A growing enmity appea rs be tween the two c l a s s e s . T h e l ines be tween 
rich neighborhoods and poor ones b e c o m e no-man's land if the different com-
munities are still that c lose. T h e conflict begins to be undeniably real. And then, 
an example of the power and indi f ference of the rich o c c u r s that brings the 
conflict to head. T h e pol ice savage ly break up a peace fu l demonstrat ion. A 
epidemic of some fatal d i sease breaks out, and only the upper c l a s s c a n obtain 
the vaccine. A period of f inanc ia l hard t imes leaves most of the lower c l a s s 
in the cold. Whatever the c a u s e , talk of rebellion star ts . If condit ions do not 
improve sharply, the outraged poor become organized and militant, even eas ier 
than ever in our days of e lect ronic communicat ion . T h e upper c l a s s pan i cs 
and does the wrong thing trying to u s e force. Now civil wa r s tar ts , and the 
numeric superiority of the lower c l a s s b e c o m e s apparent. T h e upper c l a s s 
is toppled, a new order is set up in the p lace of the old, and the cyc l e s tar ts 
anew. 
While a few historic revolutions have been entirely c a u s e d by religion, 
the great majority have fol lowed this path of separat ion of c l a s s e s . T h e over-
throw of the R u s s i a n c z a r s , for example. Bet ter yet, think of the bloody F r e n c h 
Revolution. Th is is not to say, a s many people like to believe, that all this vio-
lence is in the p a s t — a n y number of South and Cent ra l A m e r i c a n countr ies 
are right in the middle of s u c h upheaval . Exac t l y what I have descr ibed recently 
ended in the Phillipines. Of course, the threat of being stomped on by the United 
States kept this c a s e relatively b loodless, but a core of militant rebels w a s in 
action before Mrs. Aquino appeared on the s c e n e . T h e revolution in the Phill i-
pines would have been violent if U.S. attention had not made the peacefu l w a y 
work. The point is, revolutions c a n still happen in 1987 or in 2 0 0 0 or wheneve r 
(and wherever) condit ions a r e right. 
Can this happen in A m e r i c a ? Pe rhaps the fact that our d e m o c r a c y w a s 
specifically designed s o that "all rnen are c reated equa l " will s a v e us. Pe rhaps 
this will insure that the c l a s s boundar ies in A m e r i c a will remain forever fuzzy 
so that the poor do not cons ider the r ich their enemy. I cer ta in ly hope so. 
fK growing 
enmity appears 
between the 
two classes. 
But I c a n s e e with my own e y e s that the son of a poor b lack man rarely 
wan ts to live the life of the son of a well-to-do whi te man. It is ve ry unfortunate 
indeed that the concep t of A m e r i c a n and the concep t of the c lean-cut , Chr is -
t ian white have b e c o m e s o entwined. For the black, want ing no part of white 
soc ie ty m e a n s reject ing A m e r i c a n society. And so, the ave rage b lack is l ess 
educated , poorer, l ess incl ined to " m a k e it" in a "white man 's world." I c a n 
s e e this around me. W e all c a n . W e c a n s e e that the poor and the b lack are 
often in the s a m e sect ion of A m e r i c a n c i t ies, often working together to have 
their condit ions improved, becoming a l l ies a s mutual need w e a k e n s racia l 
distrust. 
I do not know if this is the beginning of a division be tween the c l a s s e s . 
Cer ta in ly I would be out of line to s a y it is the start of a revolution in A m e r i c a , 
the forerunner of a new Civi l War. But to abandon the lower c l a s s to its own 
dev ices , to turn away, is a big s tep in the wrong direct ion. A s I sa id at the 
beginning, I know there must be c o n c e r n e d author i t ies out there somewhe re 
who recognize the problem. T h e r e is obviously no need for panic, but sure ly 
there is something that c a n be done, some way to bring the issue to light, before 
the possible problem becomes the definite problem. I just do not $ee how some-
thing this big and this dangerous c a n be ignored for very much longer. ^ 
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I Have Watched Deafh Dance 
Poetry 
James L Rhodes 
1 have watched death dance 
Elegantly across the room. 
And pause momentarily 
l b extract a soul from the womb. 
An Issue We 
Cannot Ignore 
(continued) 
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Ha! 
Second Place Essay 
High School Competition 
Shane Spiller 
" C r a s h ! C lankety , C lankety , 
H i s s s s s , C r u n c h , G r i nd ! " 
T h e s e no ises are the typical 
sounds of my car. T h e no ises really 
pain me b e c a u s e when I got the c a r 
not a sound could be heard. Now 
don't misunders tand me and think 
that I have w r e c k e d my poor little 
automobile, b e c a u s e I a m not the 
type of person who s l a m s my mode 
of transportat ion into t rees. T h e s e 
sounds have originated one by one, 
whi le I c ru i sed caut iously down the 
h ighway . I i gno red the i r l i t t le 
individual c lat ters, but behind my 
back they organized themse lves into 
a symphony of irritating and cost ly 
sounding noises. I dec ided that I had 
to get my s c r e a m i n g hunk of metal 
repaired, but I d readed talking to a 
repa i rman a lmos t more than I 
d readed taking Ms. G o n c e ' s Atomic 
Theory test. A s you have probably 
g u e s s e d , I hate to take my c a r to a 
repa i rman. S o m e very logical rea-
sons for my prejudice c a n be s e e n 
in the story of my last trip to a 
repai rman. 
" C o m e on! Le t ' s go ! " My 
mother yel led to me. "You a re the 
one getting your c a r f ixed, so you 
should be out here ear ly ! " 
My mom w a s upset b e c a u s e 
s h e had to get up ear ly to follow me 
in to town. S h e w a s supposed to 
follow me in to the repair p lace, and 
then take me to schoo l . I dec ided 
that I didn't want her following me. I 
wanted to follow her. W h e n s h e gets 
behind me in an automobile, s h e 
a lways w a t c h e s the way I drive, and 
s h e h a s plenty of c o m m e n t s about 
it later. S o I w a s stall ing to get her 
in front. W e finally left and I did 
manage to tuck in behind her. We 
then p roceeded to the repair p lace 
at the nice leisurely pace of about 35 
m.p.h. Upon arr ival, I found myself in 
a continuing argument with my dear 
mother over whether or not she 
should go in to talk to the people with 
me. S h e w a s of the opinion that I 
should be able to talk to them myself. 
S i n c e my mother has this amaz ing 
ability of being able to storm into any 
p lace and make a total fool out of 
herself, she didn't understand why I 
couldn't just cha rge right on inside. 
After much d iscuss ion , I finally per-
suaded dear old mom to enter with 
me. 
S h e left her car, s tormed into 
the bui lding, loca ted the h e a d 
mechan ic , and dragged him outside 
by his earlobe. 
W h e n the poor man emerged 
from the building and got into the 
bright sunlight, I could immediately 
s e e something about him that upset 
me. There w a s a little g leam in his, 
eye that sca red me. I could s e e that 
this man w a s thinking, and I s a w the 
meager workings of his brain shout-
ing, "Ha ! A teenager and a foolish 
mother! Ha! Take them for every 
cent! Ha! The kid ain't no redneck so 
he don't know nothing mechan i ca l ! 
Ha! Money! H a ! " That is enough. I 
think you understand. 
The fellow c a s t a quick g lance 
over the damaged door that would 
not open and said, "Well, now gonna 
need you a new hinge, have to s a n d 
that down, paint that, make that fit, 
should run about $80." Eighty dol-
lars! T h e hinge that would fix it would 
cost only around five dol lars. C a r 
m e c h a n i c s are al lowed to over-
charge just to punish people for their 
own stupidity. 
T h e m e c h a n i c c a s t another 
g lance at the door and said, "Oughta 
take 'bout two days. I could do it 
today but I'm real backed up, s o just 
leave it here and I'll try to get to it 
this afternoon." That sounded fine to 
me. Of course, I would ag ree to any-
thing just a s long a s he didn't ra ise 
the price. S o w e left the c a r and I 
went on to schoo l . 
UNTITLED 
Randy Pipkins 
Plaster Sculpture 
First Place 3D 
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Ha! T h e next day at around 4 p.m. 
( c o n t i n u e d ) I thought it a good idea to ca l l about 
my car. On my first attempt the p lace 
hung up on me. That w a s fine, prob-
ably w a s a mistake. T h e s e c o n d 
attempt w a s more s u c c e s s f u l . I 
managed to reach s o m e blundering 
idiot who didn't even know his own 
name. S o I tr ied one more time, and 
this t ime I got through to the head 
mechan ic . 
" H o w about my c a t ? " I asked . 
"Wel l , I tell you, we can't get 
that sumbi tch to line," 
s a y 
heard him 
T h e n I could hear him grin a s 
he sa id , "I'll try to have it ready 
tomorrow." To avoid an argument, I 
hung up. 
T h e next day I ca l led and the 
ca r w a s finally ready I hust led down 
to pick it up and I haven't been the 
s a m e s ince . T h e bum cha rged me 
$150 to fix that door. Then he told me 
of s o m e more things that needed 
attention. I quietly paid the man and 
left, with the full intention of using the 
rest of my life sav ings to enroll in an 
auto mechan i c ' s schoo l . ^ 
Assassin 
First Place Poetry 
High School Competition 
liiwrence F. Specker 
The signs .say nothing. 
The instinct says "Wait , " so 
the snake waits by the water. 
Not as a man would wait, 
with his body, or 
as an Indian would wail , 
with his spirit, but 
as the rocks wait, 
mindless, spiritless, 
a stick lying in the sand. 
The stick lies in heat, heat 
no man could endure, 
in dryness 
no Indian could bear. 
Silently, 
for sticks are silent. 
Motionless, 
for sticks do not move. 
The signs talk now. 
A rodent wants a drink . . . 
It ambles past a slick. 
The instinct says " N o w ! " and 
the stick becomes a snake 
becomes a blur 
. . . but finds a death. 
The signs say nothing. 
T h e instinct says "Wait , " so 
the snake waits, 
not like a man, not 
like an Indian; like 
an assassin, 
a stick lying in the sand. 
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Changing Times 
Second Place Poetry 
High School Competition 
Doug Elkins 
Divorce is like a deep-cutting knife 
That rips one's family apart. 
It's hard to explain the pain and strife 
Caused by someone so close to your heart. 
A few years ago 1 would have said " N o way." 
But times do change, and people, too. 
My parents apart seemed like night without 
day; 
However, it was plain to see there was. 
nothing 1 could do. 
It was my dad's decision to do what he 
d i d -
To leave his home and family behind. 
For almost three years he had kept his 
actions hid— 
1 often wonder what was going through 
his mind. 
How could a man so loving and dear 
Make such a lasting mistake? 
Maybe one day he will see things clear; 
All the difference in the worid that 
would make. 
I still love my dad and always will 
Even though I don't approve of his deeds. 
One can't help but wonder how it would 
feel 
To lose touch with a family that everyone 
needs. 
J^irst Place Short Story 
J-(igh School Competition 
Laivrence F. §pecker John Fence straightens up and lets his post-hole digging tool fall to the ground. Deciding that now is as good a time as any for lunch, he turns away from the arrow-straight row of posts he is stretching across the rocky, desertlike Arizona soil and moves towards a weathered old Chevy pickup parked a few fen-ceposts back up the row. The easy 
grace of Fence's movements, the 
uprightness of his body, and most of 
all the color of his skin show that he 
is of pure, or nearly pure, American 
Indian stock. There is no trace of 
emotion or weakness on him; had he 
been born three hundred years 
earlier, he would have been mighty 
among his people. As it is . . . John Fence lifts a brown paper bag from the ragged truck seat, and moves around to the side that is most away from the sun—it seems to come from every direction in this territory—and drops easily onto the ground, into the little shade the body of the truck has to offer. He pulls a thick sandwich from the sack, and wryly wonders what Sitting Bull would have thought of Oscar Mayer Bologna. Of course when he was 
born his name was not John Fence; 
he took that name when he thought 
he had earned it, in the tradition of 
his ancestors. They did not take a 
name until they had earned one by 
cunning or strength or skill, and then 
the name had meaning, which is 
more than John Fence could say for 
white men's names. Fence cannot 
deny, however, that the old order has 
been replaced by the new, so his 
name is a compromise. John Fence. He does not loaf once he has finished, but returns immediately to work. He wipes his hands off on the faded tee-shirt with its cheerfully obscene slogan, picks up his tool, 
cind starts a new post-hole. The hard-ness of the sun-baked ground does not seem to slow him down; what he does, he does well . . . "You need a 
fence put up, but you don't want to 
pay a whole work crew?" The cattle 
farmers would say, "Get that injun 
feller, John Fence. It's like home to 
him out there. The heat, it don't 
bother them injuns like it does us. He 
don't even come in for lunch, works 
from sunup till night. That fella can 
build a fence just as good as a crew, 
and he works cheap." This might 
sound like a compliment, but John 
Fence knows better He listens to the 
farmers (just because a man does 
not talk doesn't mean he does not 
listen) and he knows that they could 
just as well be talking about a breed 
of cattle or brand of tool. The tone 
would be the same. Tb the cattle 
farmers, John Fence is just another 
tool, andJohn Fence knows this. But 
he does not care. When the earth 
turned on the Indian people, she took 
the white man as her favorite, and left 
the Indian at his mercy. John Fence 
is reconciled with this, for he knows 
there is no help for it. 
5S — ami SkadouU, 19S1 
John Fence furiously rams the digging blades into the rocklike soil. The amount of damage he does is startling; it is as if he hated the very soil . . . He knows it was inevitable 
that the white man would become 
nature's favorite child, because he 
was nature's youngest child. Like all 
youngest, the white man was treated 
most benevolently by his mother; like 
all youngest, he returns his mother 
the least respect. This pleased John 
Fence. Having been mistreated by 
mother earth, he enjoys the 
knowledge that she is getting a taste 
of her own medicine. John Fence thinks to himself that tomorrow he will finish setting up the posts, in two more days he will have the barbed wire strung across the posts, and he will return to the farmer who owns the ranch and be paid. Then he will drive to the nearest crossroads big enough to have a dingy bar, a cheap hotel, and an available woman. When all he has left are his clothes and truck and tools, he will take on another job in another dusty county, perhaps another dusty state. Like his fore-
fathers, John Fence has no home, but 
roams across the midwest quietly 
going about his business. Unlike his 
forefathers, however, his business 
consists of scarring the land, of 
stretching barriers across it so that 
it is no longer wild and free and 
beautiful, but owned and abused, like 
Fence and his people. John Fence 
knows that there is a certain irorry in 
this, that he is doing to mother earth 
what she did to him, that he is a tool 
against nature to those nature used 
as a tool against him. He under-
stands that his life is useless and 
insignificant, yet still there is some-
thing that makes him go on . . . He rams the tool into the ground with every ounce of strength in his body, and sparks almost seem to fly from the very dirt . . . 
. . . And the something is HATE. ^ 
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jlon\e Ties, gtidng Ties 
brand new suitcase. She'd tried eariier in the day to scuff it up, but Roger B. 
would still know, even after all these years, she'd never left East Fork. 
Picking up her pocketbook from the dresser, Carol Ann reached for the 
letter hidden underneath it. She fingered the letter, not bothering to open it. 
She knew the words byheart. She'd read it so many times since that Monday 
two weeks ago when Daddy had picked it up at the post office in town. She 
carefully placed the letter in the zippered pocket beside the plane ticket Roger 
B. had sent, and put the suitcase in the hall. The room seemed bare without 
her Mason jars of tiger lilies and braided rugs that used to cover the imper-
sonal wood floor Everything had already been moved downstairs into the 
kitchen. If no one was to occupy the room, why leave a useful afghan on an 
empty bed, her Mama had said. 
Carol Ann paced the lonely room. Each step produced a familiar creak. 
But knowing she couldn't change her mind now, she closed the worn drapes, 
and behind her, she closed the door 
The suitcase bumped into the stair railing as Carol Ann tried to balance 
its weight against her own. She left it on the front porch and went back inside 
to tell Mama goodbye. 
"Daddy, go on and start the truck. I ' l l be out in a second," she called to 
her father, seated in the idle truck. 
In the kitchen Mama was fixing a lunch to take on the plane. Carol Ann 
watched as she stuffed some biscuits in the paper sack. 
"You remember your medicine?" 
Carol Ann opened the brown vinyl pocketbook and felt around the bottom 
for the bottle. Her hand grasped the plastic and she pulled it out. The pills 
were for her scalp problem. Her thin hair seemed allergic to soap. Washing 
it produced a red itchy rash that wanted to creep past her hairline and attack 
her face. Dr Mclntyre diagnosed the disease and prescribed the little yellow 
pills. Though she'd taken them for at least fifteen years, the condition changed 
little. So she just washed as infrequently as possible and wore a wig when 
she left home. Around the house Mama always told her she looked like Castor 
Oil was oozing out of her scalp. 
"Here they are. Mama," said Carol Ann, holding up the bottle so Mama 
could see. 
Second Place Short Story 
Jiigh School Competition 
lynn Murray 
The open suitcase lay on the 
bed. Carol Ann neatly laid her best 
flannel nightgown on top of the 
dresses and shoes and closed the 
6i 
Home T i e s , 
Strong T i e s 
( cont inued) 
"Don't you dare 
go into his 
house unless 
y'all's married" 
"You pack that new dress?" 
"Yes, Mama." 
"You take a spoon full of that Dramamine I bought?" 
"No, Mama, I ain't gonna get sick." 
"You got your plane ticket?" 
"Yes, Mama." 
"Now when you get to Washington, you be sure the first thing Roger B. 
does is take you to a church. Don't you dare go into his house unless y'all's 
married." 
" I know. Mama." 
"Now let me look at you. Stand up!" 
Carol Ann stood slump-shouldered by the sink. Her rough hand self-
consciously patted the uncomfortable wig. "It doesn't matter how I look. Besides, 
I can't change now. Everything's packed." 
"Lord, does Roger B. know what he's getting into? He hasn't seen you in 
ages." 
Roger B. had moved with his family and hundreds of other mountain fami-
lies out West to Washington and Oregon. The lumber jobs in North Carolina 
became scarce and loggers moved to keep their families fed and clothed. Most 
never returned. 
"Yeah. It's been twenty years, but I guess he knows." 
"Huh . . . he still living with his mother?" 
"His letter said so." 
"You take her my regards." 
"Yes, Mama." 
"Well, I say it's about time you got married. You can't live with us 'till you die." 
The rap of Mama's pie timer kept the beat with Carol Ann's nervous twitch-
ings. She looked sideways at the timer and up above it at the clock. Her gray 
eyes held a homey patience, a patience that somehow endured Mama's verbal 
lashings, her cocksure comments. 
" I gotta go, Mama." 
"Well, go on then. You be a good wife for Roger B. Don't you make his mama 
talk bad about the way we raised you. Be respectful. If he wants you to get 
a job, you stay on working longer than you stayed at the check-out register 
at Potts'. Nobody can change the way they was born looking." 
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Three years ago, at her Mama's urgings, Carol Ann surrendered and got 
a job at Potts' grocery. Everyday she got up at five, Daddy drove her down the 
mountain, and they took the old bypass into town. Mr Frady usually gave her 
the express lane. Her clumsy fingers always missed the keys, and she could 
never get the long orders right. The town women came through her lane with 
their Betty Crocker cake mixes and store-bought cookies They were civil, asking 
about her Mama and Daddy, while their uncivil eyes stayed fixed on her out-
dated wig, her old-fashioned dress. The children were pushed behind their 
Mamas' skirts before they could ask, "What's wrong with her. Mommy?" Carol 
Ann stood silently, her mind trying to block out the staring aisles of silver cans, 
the rows of lettuce heads. She'd consider the progress of her cross-stitched 
pillow or think on Reverend Buchanan's sermon last Sunday. And wait. Wait 
to punch her card and walk outside to watch for Daddy's truck to come putting 
up the hill. 
Carol Ann worked the register for about six weeks, about as long as she 
and Mr Frady could both stand. She knew she wasn't able to work with people, 
and that last day came as a relief. She rode up the mountain, her head full 
of the chores and new sewing project. 
" I gotta go, Mama." 
"Well, go on and go then. Don't just stand there and stare . . . and don't 
forget your lunch." 
"I ' l l write you, Mama." 
Carol Ann turned her back on the brown linoleum, the rusting Frigidaire. 
Her endless duties in the dirty kitchen were finally over Silently she made 
up her mind to keep a perfect kitchen in Longview. There would be ruffled 
curtains over the windows, cross-stitched placemats on the table, and always 
Mason jars of flowers. Things would be different out there. 
Mama's pie timer screeched behind her as the screen door slammed shut. 
She heard the chickens out back and the timer became just another off-pitch 
cackle. Above, the rain clouds were sneaking in. The tips of the mountains 
mysteriously vanished above the thick, smoky haze. The first raindrops fell 
as Carol Ann picked her way across the still dewy yard. Daddy's truck greeted 
her with a deafening backfire as she squeezed into the cab beside her suitcase. 
Out the window Carol Ann said her silent goodbyes to the mountains, the 
laurels, the blooming Queen Anne's lace. The gravel road wound around Scott's 
Creek Baptist Church, and Carol Ann thought about Reverend Buchanan and 
her Sunday school c lass And she thought about the funeral. 
It had been a mountain funeral, cousin Frankie Coward's. They had the 
viewing on a Thursday night. Carol Ann and Mama walked down the moun-
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Home T i e s , 
Strong T i e s 
( cont inued) 
"A young lady 
shouldn't walk 
home alone in 
the dark, don't 
you agree?" 
ta in for it. It w a s the first t ime she'd ever s e en Roger B . M a m a w a s ta lk ing i n 
hushed tones to Mrs. Hatf ield and Roger B . w h e n she noticed Caro l A n n stand-
ing alone. S h e motioned C a r o l over and introduced her to the HatfiQlds. C a r o l 
A n n w a s young then. Her ha i r w a s a lready th in, but no oil c lung to the roots. 
M a m a pract ical ly pushed the young couple out the door "Now Roger, you don't 
m ind w a l k i n g Ca ro l A n n home do you? I'd be so grateful if you did. A young 
lady shouldn't wa l k home a lone i n the dark , don't you agree? " So they left the 
c h u r c h , awkwardly , as teenagers embar rassed of their s i tuat ion would. 
"You go to the h igh schoo l in t own?" Ca ro l A n n asked a s they began the 
slow w a l k uph i l l . 
"Yeah, you must have gone to E a s t Fork." 
" I d id, graduated last spr ing. " 
A s they walked, the cool fall air re laxed them and conversation came eas ier 
Soon Roger B . w a s v is i t ing Ca ro l on Tbesdays and attending church w i th her 
on Wednesdays. Somet imes on Fr iday night they went to a movie in town. T h e 
court ing, a s M a m a ca l l ed it, lasted almost s i x months. A n d it w a s over a lmost 
as awkward ly as it began. Roger B.'s family w a s moving out to the state of 
Washington. Th a t last TUesday night Roger and Caro l sat on the front po rch 
i n s i l ence . F ina l l y C a r o l A n n spoke, " I ' m going to m i s s you Roger, and I w i s h 
we could be together, but I know what you're going to a s k and I 'm not ready 
for that yet. I 'm not ready for marr iage , not ready to leave home either." 
" I understand, C a r o l A n n . I couldn't a s k you to do that anyway. I ' l l wr i te 
you and everything. Someday my family w i l l come back." 
Once they were on the highway, Ca ro l Ann 's thoughts turned from the 
mountains, and she began to think more about the flight and other things. S h e 
a lmost w i s h e d she'd taken some of Mama's D ramamine . "Daddy, do you th ink 
I ' l l get s i ck? Roger B . isn't gonna want to tcike me to the hospi ta l ins tead of 
the church . " 
" I f you don't th ink about it, you won't get s ick . " 
T h e y rode the rest of the way i n s i l ence . In Ashev i l l e Daddy followed the 
s ign to the airport. I n front of the mass i ve bui ld ing he pul led into a tax i park-
ing space . " I can't see you to the gate cause it costs money to pa rk the truck. 
So have a good flight a n d eat the l unch your M a m a made. Give Roger B . a n d 
h i s m a m a my best regards. B e a good wife for h im. " 
" I wUl." 
" B y e now, and take care." 
" B y e , Daddy." 
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Home T i e s , She walked through the big glass doors as the truck sputtered off. Inside, 
Strong T i e s the white floors and walls seemed to contain all the sunlight the sky was miss-
(cont inued) ing. The intercom echoed names and numbers that lingered in Carol Ann's 
ears. She cowered in the crowds as angry passengers pushed her suitcase and 
jostled her brain. When she spotted her gate, she ran for its safety. Closing 
her eyes to the indifferent people, she also turned away from the rolling bag-
gage check. Suitcases and briefcases eased past like cake mixes rolling down 
the check-out counter Without even looking, she threw her suitcase on the 
conveyer and madly ran for the door to the plane. A condescending stewardess 
took her ticket and directed her to the back of the plane, a seat beside the 
toilet. Wig out of place, dress dirty, Carol Ann sat down, wide-eyed and scared. 
" I just don't know what happened. Reverend. She came home saying some-
thing about Roger B.'s mama, and a pair of pants, and this trailer," Mama said 
as she stirred her coffee. 
"Well, you know. Iris. These marriages sometimes just don't work out. 
Perhaps it was never meant to be." 
"But Reverend, she just doesn't speak anymore. She does her work and 
all, but she won't talk about what happened out there. I don't even know if 
they're still married." 
"She's a good Christian, and I'm sure she did, or will do, the Christian thing 
for the marriage." 
"Do you want cream for your coffee?" 
" I f you don't mind." 
"It's no trouble." 
Mama walked out of the front room and into the kitchen. Carol Ann was 
sitting at the table with two bowls in front of her She was blankly shelling 
green beans from the garden. One by one, the shells hit the metal; clinking 
to the rap of Mama's pie timer. 
"Why don't you go put on your wig and come visit with the Reverend?" 
Clink. Clink. Clink. 
" I just don't know what's come over you, child," Mama said as she walked 
out of the kitchen. "Oh, Reverend, would you like some homemade pie? I'm 
just.about to take it out of the o v e n . " i ^ 
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JESSICA BROACH is a junior working toward a BFA in Studio Art witti concentration in commercial 
design. After graduation sfie plans to attend graduate school to obtain a MFA in painting or drawing. 
CHARLES E. BUTLER hopes to use his photography coursework in overseas foreign service after he 
graduates in the fall of 1987. Charles worked in the peace corps in Kenya prior to attending UNA. 
JERRY CREAMER is a senior with a double major in photography and sociology. After graduation 
he will be working with his wife in her commercial art business. 
JAMES R. HOLLAND plans to teach and to open his own studio after he graduates in the fall of 
1987. He has a ceramics concentration in studio art. 
JAN JORDAN is a senior commercial art major, graduating in December of 1987. After graduation, 
she will pursue a graphics arts career commuting to Huntsville while living in Athens with her husband. 
DALE RANDALL PIPKINS was born in Los Angeles. He graduated from UNA in 1985 with a B.S. in 
Studio Art and a concentration in ceramics. He hopes to do some teaching while devoting most of 
his time to his work in relief-type ceramics. 
ALEX WILHITE is a senior majoring in Studio Art and Art History. He plans to attend graduate school 
in New York when he completes his studies at UNA. 
BRETT DAVIS is a senior with a double major in journalism/photography. He is executive editor 
of the Flor-Ala, president of the Society for Collegiate Journalists, a member of Phi Kappa Phi, 
Omicron Delta Kappa, Sigma Tau Delta, Alpha Lambda Delta, Phi Eta Sigma, Alpha Tau Omega 
Fraternity, and Who's Who in American Colleges and Universities. He will graduate in August 
1987 and plans to attend graduate school in journalism. 
AlVIY CAROL GRIFFITH, daughter of Henry and Diane Griffith, is a twenty-year-old English major. 
Her entire family lives in Hartselle, Alabama and she has spent most of her life there. Amy has 
been active in many campus organizations such as SGA, English Club and Sigma Tau Delta. She 
is currently a leader in the Baptist Student Union and was a summer missionary to the Grand 
Canyon. In December 1987 she will graduate from UNA Her future plans include receiving a Masters 
degree in Religious Education from one of the Baptist Seminaries. 
JENNIFER OAKLEY, a UNA senior from Florence, is majoring in professional writing and journal-
ism. She has been a staff writer for UNA'S Flor-Ala and is a staff intern at the TimesDaily newspaper 
in Florence. She is married to a former UNA student and plans to write for a newspaper or maga-
zine after graduation. 
EDWARD B. PARKER graduated from Coffee High School. He was born in the Naval Hospital in 
Northfork, Virginia, in 1965. He was raised in Alabama and for the past 17 years he has lived 
in Florence. Edward is a married student working toward a double major in history and journal-
ism. He is also a "role-playing game enthusiast." 
JAMES L. RHODES graduated from Wilson High School in 1983 and is currently a junior at UNA, 
majoring in journalism, with a minor in sociology. He serves as associate editor of the Flor-Ala. 
After graduation from UNA, he plans to attend graduate school to study journalism. 
Wnneis' Biographies JO RODGERS returned to college in 1983 as a journalism major with a minor in photography. 
continued mother of five children and grandmother of seven. She plans to attend graduate school 
and later to work as a newspaper reporter while doing freelance writing of short stories and a 
novel or two. She has already started her first novel. 
JEFFERY R. SHELTON, a senior from Decatur, is majoring in professional writing with a market-
ing minor. After graduation (spring, 1987), he plans to work in sales and marketing and hopes 
to publish freelance magazine articles. 
CAROL WEST graduated from Dyersburg High School and obtained an AA from Florida College. 
She transferred to UNA and plans to graduate in the fall of 1987. She plans to teach secondary 
education after graduation. 
MIMI HOLMES, Lights and Shadows 1987 art judge, is a mixed-media sculptor and performance 
artist. She has shown her work across the United States in juried, invitational and one-artist 
exhibitions. Active in the international Mail Art Network, she has curated six mail art exhibits 
in the past three years, and has participated in over a hundred shows and projects. Ms. Holmes 
is currently Arlist-in-Residence at Harlan School in Florence. 
PAM MORSE, Lights and Shadows 1987 literary judge, is a graduate of UNA and has studied 
and taught at the University of Iowa. She has edited newspapers in Iowa and Alabama and cur-
rently lives in Birmingham. 
GRETA SUMMERVILLE, Lights and Shadows 1987 literary judge, is a graduate of UNA and Van-
derbilt. She is a writer and currently practices law in San Francisco. 
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